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gathered into heavy bales of wool and then slipped
down, enclosing Watendlath in mist. The rest
of the world was shut away. Judith, in spite of
her common sense, began to lose her wits, for now
she, too, was conscious of a terrible impulse to catch
the old man by the beard and tell him everything.

* Yes.    It's true.    I don't know whether you
think it or not, but Georges killed your wretched
son, and he deserved it.    Now will you go?'

She had never felt any urge like this before,
It was exactly as though someone were whispering
in her ear. Their nights were broken. They
were afraid to sleep because of their dreams. The
old man stayed by the house, and they found that
they, too, stayed there also. Charlie Watson was
away in Carlisle. She did not seem to want to
speak to anyone. She never went into the Ritsons'
kitchen. The low wet clouds seemed to shut
them off, the three of them, from all the rest of the
world.

Judith sewed, cooked, sometimes walked to
the Fell and looked down to Rosthwaite. That
was the farthest she went. Georges sat, walked
to the door and looked out, sat down again. It
was as though they were both held by a spell. It
could not, of course, continue like this. But what
would happen? Old Mr. Stane seemed to be
perfectly content. He talked much and always
about himself and his son. He gave no trouble,
stayed for the most part beside the fire.

* You  may be sure   that I appreciate your
kindness.   The Lord will not suffer a sparrow to
fall to the ground. . . . My boy would have been